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Jos. Collingwood & Co.,

FLORENCE, ARIZOIN.A.

Calls particnlar attention to his large
stock of

For Miners, P‘rospsctors. Farmers, Teamsters, Families, and Indeed |

Everybody.

X COHANGE BOUGHT AND SOLID.

JOos. COLLINGWOOD.

=NEW FIRM

EW GOODS!

NEW PRICES!

FLORENGE SALOON |

MAIN STREET.

CHAS. RAPP, Proprietor.

APP SETS DEFORE HIS CUSTOMERS THAT THAT WILL l;'I\'.Eh '.1'"1':.'\1
H SATISFACTION. PLAIN AND MIXED DRINKS IN EVERY STYLE.
po~By atrictly attending to busineas I hope to merit a continuntion

patronnge wnich T have rocsived in the past, and am conlident of gaving sat-

Kiamated.
A hawk onoe courted n white little dovo,
With the pofiest of wings and a volee Tull of
love:
And the hawk—oh! yes, s other hawks go—
Was : well enough howl, for aught that I
oW,
But zhe was a dove,
And her bright *oung 1ife
Has beon nurtured in love,
Awvay fromall strife.

Well, #he married the hawk. The groom was
delighted;
A femst u;ns propared, and the friends all fo-
Vited,
(Does any one think my story's not true?
He is curtaluly wrong—the facts are not oow.)
Thun be flow to his nest
With the dove at his side,
And soon all the rest
Took s squintat the bride.

A hnwk for his father, a tawk for his mother.
A bawk for his sister, n bawk for bis brother,
And l;rll']ﬂi and aunts there were by the
duzons,
Apd oh! such & number of hawks for his
couring,
They were proedy and rough—
A tarbulent crew,
Always remdy onough
To be quarrelsome, too.

To the dove all was strunge: but never 8 ward
in ruyl-;-ulm]r:ur. she guve to the wrangling sho
el
If A thoughtof the peaceful, far-awny nest
Ever hauuted hor dreams or throbbed in her
Lrenst,
No bird ever knew;
Euch bour of her life,
Kiod, gentle, and true
Was the hawk's dove wife.

But the delicate nature wins too sorely tried;
With no t!-isiniusir:hwaa. the dove drooped and
fod:

Then loud was the grief, and the wish nll ex- |

pressed
To call ll’u; lenrned birds, and to hold an in-
quest.
Bo all the birds came,
But each shook his boad;
Ko dscase could be name
Why tho dove should be dead.

Ti n wise old owl, with a knowing look,
Stated this: *The cuse 18 & clear ae g book:
No disease do T find, or secident’s shock:
The cause of ber death was too much bawk !
Hawk for ber fuither, sand bawk for ber
mnther,
Hawk for her glster, and hawk forher brother,
Was more than the delicate bird could bear:
Bhe l;!u!u winged her way to a realm more
air!
She vosnurtured a dove:
Too par] the hawk's life—
Vold of Kindness and lowva,
Full of bardoess and strife."
And when be hnd told them the othor birds
kuew
That this wos the cause, and verdict wns true.

—{Luna 8, Pecrk, in Vermont Watchman,

THE YORKE BEACH.

“It's somebody with a vame six sylla.
bles long,” said the lavndlord, looking
into the lininz of hLis course straw hat,
as if he expectad to find the trouble-
some epithet there. *It ain'ta profess-
or, nor yeL a philosopher, nor a pedes-
trisn’—with a gasp at each of the hard
waords—*but it's something that begins
with a . And he's hunting for shells

—all gorts of queer, outlandizh shells, s

isn't io be come across every day.
“Do tell!’ said the landlord’s wife.
“Perhaps he's:gouing to grind them into

=Could I colleot them for myself?"
Mr, Cleve asked, with the eagerness of
a !‘jil'l‘i.’ll}'l.

Mrs. Yorke's beautiful brow dark-
ened,

“No,” she answered, curtly. “The
coast is ours as fur ns the Rocky Point,
and our people don’t like to be inter-
fered with. [If yon will come here this
time to-moreow, I will have ten dollars’
worth of the shells for yon.

And to his amuzement Mr. Cleyve was
compelled. perforee, to accede, though
in his innec-most heart he doubted
whether Mrs. Yorke was a judge of
what would be ten dollurs’ worth of
shells.

And then the judge waked np and
pretended never to have been asleep;
and Mrs. Yorke sane some delicious ljt-
tle Louisiana ballads to the guitar; and
the old negress hobbled in with o melon
ent in slices and powdered over with su-
gar; and befare Mr. Cleve knew it the
clock was striking eleven.

He walked heme in the moonlight,
with the tumultuous roch of the rising
tide in his enrs, while Mrs. Yorke's

i Frenchbaitads echocd musieally through

his brain, and her Iuminous blue eyes
and burnished coils of golden bair
haunted his recoliection.

“It is the strangest, sweetest face 1
ever saw!” he muttered.  *I believe 1
am more than half in love with ber. H
only that dilapidated old piece of South-

ern chivalry, the juwige, would die, I|

should like to make that woman my
wife.™

And then he smiled, ont there in the
moonlizht, ut the fantastic improbabili-
ty of the idea.

By the next morning’s sunrise he was
up and vut on  the glorions beach of
sparkling sand, with the sea wind fan-
ning his face and a whole battery of
electricity tingling through his pulses.

Nothing seemed too mueh or too dif-
fieult to achieve. He climbed dizzy
penks; he walked miles; he stood on
solitary promontories, where gulls flew
shriekine around his ears, until at last
he found himself on & level stretch of

sand, not far from the old Yorke man-
sion.

“Eureka!" he exclnimed to himself,
as he stooped to pick up an exquisite
shell, rose-linted, and convolvulated in
rare curves, which lay blushing at his
feot.

At the same moment, a boat pontsin-
ing n tall figure wrapped in an old black
serge clonk eame rocking around the
point, and a voice cried, sharply:

“Halt, there! Hands offt You are
trespassing on the Yorke Beach! Put
down that shell, or I'll shoot!”

And the barrel of a revolver glistened
in the sunshine.

“I bez your pardon!" stammeraed Mr.

| Cleve, promptly dropping the shell. *“I
| wasn't awnre that—"'

evening after a grand scientific recep-
tion.

“What?"" said Cissy, lifting the lark
spur-blue eyes to his face.

*That yon are the beanty of the sea-
son,'" snid Mr. Cleve.

“II" eried Cissy, in amazement. *I
alwayvs knew I was well-looking enough
but I never thought myself beautiful."’

“] did,” said Mr. Cleve. “Even on
that first day at the seaside, when your
bair was rough, and your dressuntidy."

And Cissy smiled and colored, and
did not know whethier to laugh or to be
vexed.

——
Joe's Bnake-Bite,

A wealthy Missouri settler had =a ser-
vant named Joe, a big, burly fellow,
who was large enongh to be brave, but
whe had the heart of a chicken. He
was s0 easily scared that he never stop-
Eed to look when any thing startled

im, but turned and ran like a frighten-
ed deer. One day he went out on the
cliif a short distance from the house,
with & hunter named Bradish, who was
an old friend of the family, to pickrasp-
berries. While thus engaged his com-

anion heard a doleful howl, and saw
oe tumble down in the grass.

“0, me! O, 'm bit! O, murder,
murder!"

“What's the matter?’ shouted Brad-
ish. i
“0, T'm snake-bitten! I'm a dead
man!" wailed Joe.

““Let me sce,” said Bradish, hurrying
to the spot and stooping to examine the
man’s leg. Puolling away hishands,and
stripping the stocking down, a small
bleeding punctuce over the ankle-bone
was seen.

*“What kind of a snake was it?"

*A rattlesnake—O!M

“Did you sea it?"

“I heard it rattle. O, my goodness!
I'm going fast! I'm turning blind!”

“Can’t you see to get home, where
you c¢an get some whisky?" inquired
Bradish, with a twitch of mischief round
his mouth.

Joe was on his feet in a second, and
started off on a run.

“Pnt some hartshorn on the bite!”
shouted Bradish after him, and turning
back to the ruspberry bushes, ha began
carefully to search after the snake,

Yhen he had satisfied himself, he
walked to the house.  Joe was on the
floor, groswning and praving, and his
mnster s wife wasin a great worry
about him. She had attended to his
wants, so far as whisky and hartshorn
coutld meet thiem, and lis lee was band-
ared till it Inoked as big as his body,
but Joe still insisted that he should die.

ish.

«Q, it's all over with me! In myfest,
lezs, arms, hoart, throat, stomach,
mwouth, nose and eves! 0, 'm in tor-

*Where is the pain?”’ inquired Brad- |

Spoopendyks,

Boxing a Sewing-Machine,
“Say, my dear," observed Mr. Spoop-
endyke, straightening up and scrateh-
ing his ear, “what did the man say

An Exploded Fravd,

The Meckienbury Daclaration Showna to Be an
Obvvious Forgery.

Another historic fraud, one which has

been imposed npon the people of the

about boxing up this sewing-machine?” | United States for more than half s cen-

“Why, he said to take the cover oflf
and—"

*I've got the cover offT"" snorted Mr.
Spoopendyke. *Did he say to take it
off twice? Ain't once binding on this
machine?®

“Certainly," replied Mrs. Spoopen-
dyke, “then you tnlk.u the top off and—""

“Did that man say anything about
boxing up this machine? That's what
I nsked you." vociferated Mr. Spoopen-
dyke. *“I know all about the cover and

tury, has just been exposed by a writer
in the New York Sun. The statement
has been generally accepted, and has
gonc into most of our histories, that on
fay 29, 1775, some say May 31, 1775, a
series of resolutions were adopted at &
ublic meeting at Charlotte, Mecklen-
rerg county, N. C., the language of
which is so nearly identical with that of
the Declaration of Independence as to
warrant the claim of priority of action
by the people of North Carolina, and

top. You ean't teach me anything ’Iin: reference that Thomas Jefferson, in

about the top and cover. 1 wantsome
information about this ded-gasted bird-
eage locking arrangement! Did he say
whether I was to take that off of any-
thing "

*The machine goes in that,"” fluttered
Mrs. Spoopendyke. *And then this
slat-cover nails over it."

*Now that's the way I like to hear a
woman talk,” remarked Mr. Spoopen-
dyke, betaking himself cheerily to his
work. “If you'd always answer straight
up we'd have been moved a week ago.”

“But you must screw the top on the
bottom of the top and tie the cover nn-
derneath,’ said Mrs. Spoopendyke, who,
having been ecomplimented on a detail,
determined, womanlike, to know all
about it.

“W hat stable have vou been boarding
in now?"’ roared Mr. Spoopendyke,
dropping the hammer on his foot.
“What asylum for indigent jackasses
did you get that scriptural quotation
from? Lﬁ:"m I going to screw the
measly top on thes dod gasted bottom of
itsef? Where's the screw that does
that? Just jerk your thumb in the di-
rection of the interconvertible screw
that will serew a thing on in that way?"

“Why. you just turn the top over on

| the bottom. the man said, and screw it

to the top; that—"

“Come over!” velled Mr. Spoopen-
dyke, tugging at the works, from which
he had neglected to take the thumb-
screw. *‘Come over the way the man
said for you to! Hear me! Eome over!
There can't any dod-gasted piece of

drafting the declaration of the Conti-
nental Congress, copied for the most
part the lsnguage of the Mecklenburg-
ers,

The Sun knocks the varn higher than
Gilderoy’s kite or Mother ?\‘hipton"l
prophecy. It shows that the first known
of the mysteriousdocument was in 1819,
when it was published in Massachuseits
papers. Then John Adams first heard
of it; and not having the experience of
the present dav in regard to Morey let-
tars and other forgeries, he was disposed
to think it a genuine document. He
wrota to Thomas Jefferson. asking how
it was possible that the paper could
have been concealed from him so long.
Jeffersen in reply pointed out its spuri-
ous character, called attention to the
fact that the names mentioned as pres-
ent at the convention were dead, and
added that no allusion to it had any-
where been made, prior to this publica-
tion in Massachusetts, whereas if any
such important action had been taken,
the whole State and country wonld have
rung with it. Jefferson having decided
il a hoax, gave himself no further con-
eern about it

The most positive testimony against
it is internal evidence furnished by it-
seif. 1f the claim made for it by the
North Carolinians be valid, then Jeffer-
son quoted it in writing the Declaration
of 1776, for a quarter of its words are
found consecutively in the genuine doe-
ument. The draft by Jetferson is of
historie record, and so aretheadditions,
changes of words and other amend-

seventy-dollar ingenuity ge; the best of | ments made when hesubmitted his draft

the manufacturer when Spoopendyke's
within reach! Come over nm} SCTEW On
the bottom, like the man said! Coming
over?' and Mr. Spoopendyke's hands

to the consideration of the congress.
But this Meckleoburg declaration has
these changed and interpolated words
in their regular order as they stand in

slipped, landing him on the back of his | the original Declaration—a most con-
neck in the crate his wife had purchased | vincing proof that the Mecklenburg pa-
to box the machine in. | per was made subsequent to the Declars-

“Never mind, dear," said Mrs. Spoop-
endyke, trembling with apprehension
for the safety of the machine. “Let

| the man come and do it himself if he

tion of 1776, instead of antedating the
| latter more than & year.

— -

Kewspaper Work.

knows so much about it—"

The Lorelli of the tides uttered a ery. Dod wask the mar® bowled Mx

fertilizine powder, o acadami . 2 oy oo,
g ¥ ) “OF IMACAGATIINS & oIt's Mr, Cleve!” said ghe,

road with them,"

tures! 1 can't seel”

A few years sgo the mewspaper pro-
“Terrible!" snid Bradish, with difi-

ialaction to ]l gentlemen who may favor :ne with their patronsge. .=

5 = 3 i fessiun was looked down upon as noth-
i A Spoo endyke, sprinsinge to his feet and | ; Hirees - .
. | “Then he's su editor,” said Mrs. | i “And it's Mrs. Yovke!™ rotorted our | culty stendying his volceand features. mm‘i‘t:g' 301! tt?e works once more. | mo hliu 5 :_w::lm.nch ffn‘ fors “r.-;ckﬂ an:l
o [~ oy O )- 11| Stub | eTo. *After vou bind eone I went to the spot | woppink SR 3 | CHippies ol olher prolessions. report-
Eleaant ClUb a‘]d Ruadirla R i ‘ “'“h'"?l%:\in't Rt thet: Bolthar ™ s The golden-tressed beauty put down O e 3 ol Think he ean break this measly old
t Qe at, ¢itlior, aitt 3

5 e ke z : er was the very acme of sovial degrada-
| cast-iron imitation of an incbriate bome | ¢i5h  Kow., however. it is differant.

| any quickern I ean?” and he grasped | Frory one of the young men who have
the top of the instrument and havled | 5.5 foft some alms mater believes that
away till his eyes bung out. **Come | iw tan write, and that ke has but to of-
over tothe dulcet bottom and be serewed | fur his services to be installed ir some

' some whete the ; < : 2 2
ons O come where the glory of being | ragponsible position. How many are
o) ope 80 rewud‘w the bottom of the top awaits disnppointed the walls of a newspaper
Pretty | thee. Come over nnd see this miracle | (fiea conld relate were they able to

of plastering the top and bottom of the speak. Newspaper work is not s mat-

whoera vou gaid the snake bit you, and I
got bitten myself.”

© =), dear!”” eroaned Joe.
| kill the snake®”

“No,"" said Bradish, I thonght I
woulde't. But I found out what kind
of a snake it was. Isaw its ali—and
oot a taste of it, too,
sharp one.”

apee

S 3 3 ek 1e revolver in the ste ) heo aly
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thing FEL Y A and loarned. 0 I 1.“" came up the beach with her cheeks all
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voung womnn there hns A mortul nice "‘Y(I;' 2 d sl -,...':i.‘ LT Fhihecs
collection of out-of-the-way shells, And | e .“:_'“ ::‘:ﬂ.l.e-:]"\n and Lias ‘l‘-\;'i:“ |
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That had been Mr. Silas Stobbs' ad- | have is derived from the sale of these

IN CONNECTION WITH THE BAR.

“Did yon

HE KEEPS HIS BAR SUPPLIED WITH THE BFST

Best Brands:Liquors: Gigars

CATTL AND SEE MIE.

W. E. STEVENS,

DEALER IN

Stoves, Ranges, Hardware,

Pumps and Tinware.

MANUFACTURER OF

Sheet Iron and Copper Ware,

AND SOLE AGENT FORR THE

“SUPERIOR” COOK STOV ES

Fire Backs Guaranteed Fiftesn Yeare,  Orders by mail promptly sttended ta.

ARIZONA.

TUCSON, - - -

Gas and Water Pipe,
BRASS AND IRON FITTINGS,

ing and Smeliing Gompany,

MELROSE, CALIFORNIA.

Highest Price Paid for GOLD,

Purchase Lead Bullion.
SILVER and Lead Ores,

ORES ASSAYED.

COvas or Laa:d Bullion, loaded in cars on line of any vailroad in the States and TerpHorie
are deitvered at works wthout r‘Jld'[f[r' @) COrs,

No Charge Made for Sampling.

one g to 00 DAL 8. O, Malvoss, California.”

121ty WILLTAM . MILLER

General Man \ger.

vice, and Mr. Cleve, the paleontologist,

had taken it, and wns even walking |

along the shingly beach, where the

| waves curled in foaniy fringes almost

up to his feet, and the tenils of blackish
seaweed showed the high-water mark.

Judere Yorke—he h
body knew how many vears ago, of
some petly court in a Sonthorn ecity, be-
fore the Yorke estate had melted in the

fiory furnnce of litization, and he had |

fled northward in search of the business
which never came—sat out on the tum-
ble-down verauda with the air of an
exiled prince. He was white-haired
and rubicund-visaged, and his slippers
were down at the heeis, and bis red
cashmera dressing-pown  was patched
with quite a different pattorn, and his
wristbamds were frayed, and the lack of
bnttons on his shirt-front was made
good with u pin. Buot when he saw the
strangoer lift the latch of the rickety
gate he advanced to meet him with a

patronizing urbanity which was little |

short of overwhielming. He listened to
Mr. Cleve'sself-introduction with a roy-
al smile; he welcomed him as if the old
honse wers a palace; he mude haste to
introdues him to “Mrs. Yorke."

Mra. Yorke was a tall, golden-haired
voung womun, with her lovely tresses
tucked untidily into a net, her dress de-
cidedly the worse for wear, and her ex-
quisite face burped by the impress of

the sun and wind., But the flash of her |

brillisnt blue eyes was like sunshine it-
self.

“Will the gentleman stayto dinner?"
Mrs. Yorke asked the judge; *‘because

wa have only some porgies and sam- |
+ phire. DBut if Lo eares for such simple

fure, he is weleome,”

Mr. Cleve accupled the simply given
invitation. Tho judge was like a piece
of old porcelain—cracked and damng-
ed, it might be, but still genuine. Mrs.
Yorke was a beauty, but gnite young
enough, the guest decided, to be her
husband’s grasddavzhter; and, besides,
he wanted to k ow what on earth por-
gies and samphire could be.

Thers was no earpet on the dining-

| Toom floor, and the windows needed

eleaning; but the ching was fine. and
they hnd some blackberries, early ap-
ples, and a few fine apricots in o centre-
pieco of silver, with *Y'" engraved on
the handles; and Mr. Cleve discovered
the porgies were a coarse-grained Hsh
with n goodl deal of bone to them; also
that sumphire was a gelatinous vegeta-
ble, not unlike grass, which was gather-
ed on the sea-bench and beiled with but-
ter and vinegar.

An old negress, whom Clove mental-
ly decided must ba at least a hundred
years of age, waited, and kept off the
flies with & brush of peacock's plumes.

“Sheils?  Yes, there were fine shells”
the judge believed, “along the coast.
Mrs. Yoarke Kknew—Mrs, Yorke could
tell him. Paleontology was a study
which must always com—mend—it-
self—" And the judgze fell blandly and
conrteonsly asleep, with a smile on his
face.

Mrs. Yorke langhed.

“He's yvery old,” said she, indifferent-
I¥; “he often does that, Don't mind
him. Did you say you wanted to buy
shiells? [ will try and hinve some collect-
el for vou by o 1= tiae LO-Grrow.

-

dbeen judge, no-| .giljedt Then you sre not—dJudge

| nbout vou®" sxid the paleont

rare shells, which 1 pick up myself, for
we have no servant exeept old Cardae,
and she is too stifl and old to come here.
My futher-in-law has never been guite
hinmiself since myv husband was killed in
a railroad aceident, three vears ago—"

“Your husband!” repeated Cleve.

Yorke's wife®

«1?* eried the blue-eved enchantress,
—*I the wife of that old man!"™

And then, with the ecrimson flush of
her unpalatable confession still on her
cheeks, Mrs. Yorke broke into a peal of
girlish langhter. Cleve took the basket
from her arm.

*Let me help you,” said he; 1 am
a judge of these beauties. I nm gath-
ering shelis to illustrate & pew volume
on the subject of paleontology. And I
want all the rare specimens which ean
be fouud along these consts.™

And the landlord of the **Fisherman’s
Retreat’” could not imarine what made
his guest so lute to breakiast upon that
particular morning, and 50 distrail
when at Inst e did come.

As for beantiful Mrs, Yorke, she went
home with a new light o her eyes, sur-
veved herself eritically in the glass,
and, after she had fustened up the
braide of hier hair in a new {ashion, set
berself to work to repair the damages
in her afternoon dress.

**Because I live in this lonely spot,”
snid she, “there is no reason thet I
should be a semi-suvage. Butthere has
been so little worth existing for, of
late!”

And she sang soft, plad roundelays
to herself, like a robin, as she sewed.

The jl1<!l_{" Tooked !111.'*.'!‘”'\’ at his
daughter-in-law, across the lanch-tabla.

*[)id that very agreeable guullcn‘mn
come for those shells, Cissy?" said he.

“We gatlicred them together,” said
Cecelia Yorke, smiling.  **Here are ten
dollars that he puid me. Wo are going
azain to-morrow, if itis pleasant. le
is :\E--nt paleontologist, papa.’

“I5 he, indeed?" said the judee, his
dim old eyes brightening at the sight of
the gold ecoins. *“Then perhaps our
beach may turn out 8 mine of wealth
yet—eh, Cissy?™

Mrs. Yorke smiled, and patted the
wrinkled, white old hand.

“I think, papa,” ehe said, “I'm not
certain, but I think there are good times
in store for e yet."

The judge said he was glad to hear
it. And then fell mildly ssleep in his
ehiair.

When Mr. Cleve proposed to Cecelia
Yorke, she made no seruple to confess
thut she liked him,

*But there's papa,” she said, gently,
but firmly. ¢I can peverleave him. 1
aromised my dead busband always to
be a true danghter to papa.”

“And I honor yon for it, my love,"
said the paleontologist. **He shall be
an honored guest in our eity home all
winter; and in the summers we will

breath of the Atlantic.”

But the very next night the old judee
fell asleep in lis chair and never woke
again, and Cissy's work was over.

She was married quietly to Mr. Cleve,

| and went ta the city.

Do yon know, Cissy, what they say

! “Yes, 'bill. Your rattlesnake was
an old setting hen.”
‘ «Merciful Virzin!" ejacalated Joe.
[ I ain’t w-goin’ to die!” and the big
coward leaped to his feet and tore the
| bandages from his leg. By this time
the whele household had run into the
room to see what was the matter, and
| seeing Joe dancing n jig all over the
| floor they thought he was erazy, and
kept near the door. In s few moments,
however, Bradish explained the cause
of the uproar and Joe's frantic daneing,
und they fiivly laoghed the fellow out
of doors,

The Graduate.

Now watch this young etrnt of a
youth as he comes forward with his es-
say on Rome. How full of life and
L)rmu:l grace is his step.  How confident

e is of the fact that he is about to elec-
trify the world with his marvellous store
of knowledge of ancient history. How
bad he seems to feel because, in his
opinion, the governments of the nine-
teenth century are unworthy to be com-
ared to the governments of ancient

lome or Greece. In the eyes of this
f knowing youth the steam engine, elec-

tricity and the press are nothing com-

pared to the ordinary palaces and monu-
| ments built by the hands of the miser-
able slaves of ancient times. If this
youth had his way, how be would revo-
lutionize afisire. How he would away
with some of the prosy things of to-day,
aud in return restore to us the glory
and graodeur of old Rome and old

Greece. DBut the youth has his own
way but for a moment, and therefore he
breaks loose forall that's out.  To-mor-
row he goes out into the great biz world
and gets lost. To-day be is too bizeven
for the fine clothes he wears. To-mor-
row his clothes will prove too much for
bim, thercfore he will leave a part of
them in the care of an uncle. We may
never hear of him again, and he may
tura up some doy as a reformed dronk-
ard, and acain electrify us with his elo-
qlience, But the chances are that we
are safe, that this ambitious youth will,
on leaving the stage to-day, be inveigled
into some large store wihere in the fu-
ture he ean devote his powers of oratory
on dry gomis boxes, and on his fellow-
workers in the busement. — Deirgil

Chaff.

——ell - A——

Southern falt Markst,

Mobile hias become an important salt
market, supplying a portion of the West
with that article for various purposes.
The salt is brought to that port from
Avery's Island, eight or ten miles south
of New Iberin, a small town on the cel-
ebrated DBayou Teche. The saltisa
solid rock mase, assayving ninety-nine

ty acres.

per cent. of pure salt. It is without

| flaw, fissure or seam, and is composed

of an agzrezation of cubes of one-cighth

| to three-fourths inchi ‘The salt rock
come out here and drink in the salu |

weighs one hundred and twenty-eight
pounds to the eubic foot. Wherever
struck in the various borings the solid
sult alwavs appesrs directly underly-
ing the sucface, and is assolid and pure
at its s ¢ as at the boltom of the
mine, seventy feet below. The deposit
covers an arca of one hundred and for-
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same thing together as performed by
Spoopendyke, the apostle of impossi-
bilities! Come to the dod—!" But
here the thumbserew broke, driving Mr.
Spoopendyke into the closet like a spike, |
where he sat holding the mutilated top |
in his arms and looking dazed. -
“Are you hurt, dear? asked Mrs. |
Spoopendyke, rushing toward him.
“Hurt!" shricked Mr. Spoopendyke.
“Am [ hurt? D'yesece that thumb-joint |
hanging to that measly screw? Wow-
w-w "' squesled Mr. Spoopendyke, danc-
ing to his feet, and dushing the maehine- |
Ty into the crate. ““Get inthere, guick!"
and he tumbled the rest of the business
in after, where it struck corperwise in ]
spite of his effort to drive it in with his |
leg. *“Is this what the man said?" and |
he jumped at it with both feet. “Bot-
tom appear lo be coming any nearer to
the top“from where you stand?” and he |
whirled the crate around and then
kicked at the corner of the machine.
“Daes that serew strike yon as begin- |
ning to take hold? Got a notion that
this machinery cau be moved from here
to Hackensack without seratching any
paint off the farm-houses along the
road?”" and concentrating himself in
one last effort Mr. Spoopendyke turned
the crate over on the machine and |

! breathed hard.

“You have done that splendidly,” |
cooed Mrs. Spoopendyke, anxious to re-
store peace between Mr. Spoopendyke
and the wreck of her sewing-machine.
“It isn’t exactly the way the man said, |
but I know—""

“0 yon know all about #tI'" «If 1
could build a front door and & veranda
to your information, I'd stand you in a
tub of salt water and start a summer-re-
sort! O you're posted on what to do!
You understand mechanics! Some day
Fll fit you out with a price-list and a
strike, and start a rolling-mill!™ and
Mr. Spoopendyke went for his hat, and
tore out of the room.

“It’s pretty well seratched, bot other-
vyisc it's all right,” commenced Mrs.
bpuofend_\‘ke. examining the wreck.
“And I'll get the msn to box it I
think I'll put this bottle of ink in his
light coat pocket. He'll wantit as soon
as he gets ont thera, and he'll find it as
soon as he sits down!"

How To Make Eoumiss.

Fill a quart champagne bottle np to
the neck with pure milk, add two table-
spoonfulls of white sugar, after dissolv-
ing the same in a little water over a hot |
fire; ndd also m quarter of a 2-centcake |
of compressed yeast, Then tie the cork |
on the boitle securely, and shake the
mixture well; place it in a room of the
temperature of 60 to 95 degrees Fahren-
heit for six honrs, and ﬁl]ll“_\‘ in the ice-
box over night. Drink in such quan-
titiss ms the stomach may desire. It
will be well to observe several important
injunctions in preparing the koumiss,
and they are: First, to be sure that the
mwilk is pure; second, that the bottle is
sound; third, that the yeast i fresh;
fourth, to open the mixture in the morn-
ing with great care, on account of its
effervescent properties; fifth, not to |
drink ituat all if there is any curdle or |
thickenad part resemlling cheese, as
this indicates that the {ermentation has
bieen prolonged beyond the proper time, |

ter of writing, but of putting as many
facts, and ns much of them as is possi-
ble, in the hriefest possible space. It
takes n young man fresh from college a
long time to find that out, and until
that knowledge is obtained they have to
suffer many a pang while seeing un ed-
ftor’s blue pencil making sad havoe
with their elegant periods, nice illustra-
tions and wordy introductions. If a
man has not instinetively got an eye for
news and the facnlty of getting it ex-
pediously, he may *“polish the side-
walks" for a lifetime and yet be no
nearer the goal he started out to reach.
The most remarkable thine, however, is
the number of women who crowd into
the profession of journalism by sheer

ersistency. Onee a woman lays aside
Eur natural reserve she becomes more
poshing and irrepressible than a drum-
mer and thus many suceeed in actually
forcing themselves into positions. As
a rule, they make good news-gatherers
in certain departinents. A few of them
are interviewers, and as such they have
succeeded  better than most men. But
equally, 2s a rule, women make bad
news writers. They are prolix, and the
natural female inclinmtion for post-
seripta follows them tliroughout. Be-
sides, they are generslly awkward per-
sonuges 1o have in an office. They are
apt to be exacting and eonstantly claim
privileges on the strengthof the defer-
ence due a lady from a gentleman.
City editors often find them the bane of
their lives, and 1o male reporters there
are twenty unpopular to one popular
femule scribe.— The Hour.
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Bhirts,

If a man wishes to fully appreciate a
shirt, he should select some nice warm
evening in Angust, rush home, and find
he has fifteen minntes to take a bath,
dress, eat his supper, andeateh the boat
for the beach. IProviding the tempera-
ture is right, by the time he reaches his
clean shirt he readily belieyes that beel
is not the highest thing in the market,
and mereury still holds its own.

Just as his head is completely envel-
oped, he findz the neck-band carefully
pinned together, with the head of the
pin on the outside, and each sleeve
starched perfectly tight shut; and after
overcoming these siizght obstacles, he
discovers all the buttons have lefy, his
finger slips easily through the button-
holes, his collar-button guictly glides
down the inside of his shirt, and when
in a vain attempt to fasten his collar on
a bone collar-button, the head comes off,
and trickles slowly down the back of
his neck, he actually feels warm. The
neck-band has an edgelikea *rip" saw,
and if he is fortunate enough to have a
bosom “*open in front,” by the time he
gets his studs through one eyelet, and
vainly sounds for the other, his temper-
ature is rising, and when almost finish-
ed, tries to button the sleeves, finds
they come only half way below the el-
bow. and he is compelled to realize that
the ghirt is not his, and was sent to him
by mistake, he is hot.

Why, in the name of all that is rea-
sonsble, n man can pever find & clean,
whole shirt when he iz in a horry sand
must have one immedistely, is one of
the things **~9 fellow can find ouL™
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